This pattern doesn't shift until she marries Ted Hughes.
Then, for all the joy she expresses in finding a partner, the heavy plot only thickens: she becomes ambitious for two.
In the early girlhood journal entries she is crazed by her ambition, plagued by jealousy and scorekeeping. She is aware that her seriousness cuts her off from something else she craves: social life leading to intimacy. The experience of being a college grind is so painful she writes of it in her journal in the literary second person:
There comes a time when you walk downstairs to pick up a letter you forgot, and the low confidential voices of the little group of girls in the living room suddenly ravels into an incoherent mumble and their eyes slide slimily through you, around you, away from you in a snaky effort not to meet the tentative half-fear quivering in your own eyes. Christianity is not concerned with suffering and grief, for they are sensations, psychological states, in which a perverse indulgence is always possible; its concern is with something quite different, which is affliction. Affliction is not a psychological state; it is a pulverization of the soul by the mechanical brutality of circumstances. We have come so far, it is over. 
